PUPPETS THROUGH  AMERICA

The dances were cut short.   A thunderstorm drove us
away, a complete storm like a terrible sentient being that
divided the sun-lit country, drove down on the cliff, aad
opened its black wall in rents of savage lightning.  We des-
cended with a large part of the crowd to the cars and buggies
below, running as fast as we could, young men and women
striding, slipping, jumping down the narrow crack of a path
up which we had climbed; the older, more timid, more
fashionably-dressed, the more high-heeled, running pell-
mell down the broader track that was a path of dust. Horse-
men galloped past us, brushing our shoulders, sending up
clouds of dust that momentarily blinded us, and as the rain
became a lashing fury we thought of nothing but reaching
the car,   Once inside, we could see nothing, nothing of
desert, of dancers or even of Acoma itself, only streams of
rain that poured down our windows, making Anne murmur,
" We shall be lucky if the arroyo is not impossible to cross",
and the landscape nothing but a white, steaming mist.
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